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STORY SO FAR... 

tester a disastrous recon 
mission in <1962, Martian 
scout Zar has returned to 
Earth a half-century later 
as a general with an 
invasion force in tow, the 
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NOT WHEN HE WAS SENT TO 
EARTH ON PRE-INVASION 
RECONNAISSANCE MISSIONS. 
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I —NOT WHEN HE RECEIVED 1 

HIS ASSIGNMENT AS UNIT 
■v >! COMMANDER BY MARTIAN 

HIGH COMMAND. 














IT MAC’S BLYX WONDER IF AN 
ENT/ RE RACE COULD BE SO 
THOROUGHLY DESERV'/NG 
OF ERADICATION. 







THE LINGERING DOUBT IN 
THE BACK OF BLYX'S HEAD 
WAS BECOMING MORE ANO 
MORE PRONOUNCED. 



AND THAT WAS RIGHT 
ABOUT THE TIME BLYX WAS 
ASSIGNED A MISSION 
WITH RAY DELVECHIO. 


OKAY, SO 
THIS IS HOW 
IT'S GONNA 
WORK: > 


AN' I HELP 

r YOU TRACK ^ 
DOWN THE HUMAN 1 
SCIENTIST WHO I 
k BUILT THAT PULSE^J 
L. W EAPON— << 
—THE ONE^ 
4T CAPABLE OF 
■ WIPIN' ALL YOU 
m GRUESOME 
GREENIES OFF 


A SMALL STEP TOWARD 
COOPERATION, AND 
UNDERSTANDING, 
BETWEEN THE TWO RACES. 


RIGHTP 


BLYX WONDERED IF 
THIS WOULD BE A 
TURNING POINT. 






HE WAS FAR ENOUGH 
AWAY TO SURVIVE ITS 
DEADLY eFFBCTS. 


BUYX SHUDDERED, 
IMAGINING IF THB 
HUMANS WERE ABL-E 
TO MASS-PRODUCE 
MOKE OF THBSB 
WEAPONS. 









AND NOW TH/S HUMAN, 
RAYDlVy/CO, HAD 
VOIUNTEERED TO FIND 
THE WEAPON. 


T —WHICH 
MEANS I'M IN 
CHARGE, 
^CAP/SCE? 


RAYDLVYKO'S 
TRANSLATION DEVICE 


SO THE ^ 
r GODFATHER PUT ^ 
A SIX-FIGURE 
CONTRACT OUT ON 
ME, AND SENT HIS 
HEAVIEST HITTERS 
HERE TO 

k WHACK ME. y 


l KNEW 

r SOMEBODY WOULD T 
FIND ME AN' DROP 
DIME, EVEN LAYIN' LOW 
k IN A DUMP LIKE . 
k TORTILLA FLATS. 


BLYX DIDN'T UNDERSTAND 
WORDS LIKE "WISEGUY" OR 
“GODFATHER," “WHACKING" 
OR “HITMEN." . 


MARTIAN ^ 
r INVASION OR NOT, 
THEY'RE NOT GONNA 
. STOP UNTIL ONE OF . 
k 'EM CUPS ME. 4 


EVEN THOUGH SOME 
VERY BAD HUMANS 


— RAYPLVYKO WANTED 
TO SAVE THE MARTIANS. 


^ THAT'S 
WHERE YOU 
GUYS COME 


WANT ME TO HELP~ 
TRACK DOWN THAT 
PULSE WEAPON 
L DOOHICKEY, , 
THAT IS. 


AND THE THOUGHT, ONCE 
UNTHINKABLE, CROSSED 
BLYX'S MIND. 


IF ONLY MORE HUMANS 
WERE LIKE RAYDLVYKO, 
PERHAPS THE MARTIANS 
DID NOT HAVE TO WAGE 
WAR. 


MAYBE THE DESTRUC- 
TION OF EARTH AND 
ITS INHABITANTS DID 
NOT HAVE TO BE 
THE ANSWER. 


DID NOT HAVE 
TO ATTACK. 
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WHICH DIDN'T LAST. 






^ANP LET'S 
YOU ANP ME 
TAKE OUT THE 
. TRASH/ 




WORKING 

TOGETHER. 


ALRIGHT, 

7 %@*#-FOR- 

BRAINS. I FIGURE 
. THAT'S GOTTA 
L BE THE LAST . 
kXvOF 'EM.^^j 



r NOW... X ^ 
SUPPOSE X 
GOTTA LIVE UP 
TO MY END OF 
.THE BARGAIN.. 


THIS IS, UH, 
RESCUE SQUAO 
DELTA BRAVO 
V ALPHA. 


PUKEFACE? 



f JUST THE \ 

I GUY WE'RE I 

V LOOKING } 

V FOR. 

WHAT'S " \ 

YOUR TWENTY/ 
PROFESSOR? WE'VE 
GOT A SEARCH-ANP- 
RESCUE SQUAP . 
V ON STANPBY./ 


JT HIPIN3 
BEHINP SOME 
PUMPSTERS, 
CORNER OF 
VINEWOOP ANP 
V CRESCENT. 


THIS IS 

~ PROFESSOR T 
PAVIP WALTERS, CHIEF 
SCIENCE OFFICER OF 
THE SOUTHWEST . 
s. REGIONAL NOVAS A 
V/RA. 


JIN E MANAGEP^ 
TO A VOIP THE 
MARTIAN PATROLS 
SO FAR, BUT I'M 
NOT SURE HOW 
. MUCH LONGER I . 
^ CAN LAST. 


HANG TIGHT, 

. WALTERS. . 


“WE'RE GONNA 
TAKE GOOD 
CAPS OF you." 



you/ you're 
THE GUY— 


I'M THE GUY 
WHO'S GONNA 
SURVIVE THIS 


f AND HANDIN' \ 
YOU OVER TO ' 
THESE BUG-EYED 
FREAKS IS 
, GONNA MAKE j 
\SURE OF IT. / 


y YEAH, WELL./ > 
FROM WHAT .T HEAR 
you BUILT SOME 
DOO-DAD THAT 
CAN DESTROy ALL . 
OF THEM. 


TO HAVE TO J 
USE IT. A 
V THIS WAS^ 
JUST FOR 
DEFENSIVE 


YOU MIGHT^^ 
r HAVE TO TOR- ~ 
TURE HIM A BIT, 
BUT I'M SURE HE'LL 
EVENTUALLY TELL. 
YOU EVERYTHING 
^ YOU WANT TO A 

know, 


COMMUNh ^ 
CATION IS THE 


y WE DON'T > 
' HAVE TO Si 
ENEMIES. MARS 
. DOESN'T HAVE 
K. TO ATTACK. 




BUT PROFESSOR 
WALTERS NEVER HAD 
A CHANCE TO TALK. 


THE MARTIANS TOOK HIM TO A 
BASE, LOCKED UP HIM, AND 
THEN SPENT THEIR TIME ARGUING 
HOW BEST TO EXTRACT THE 
PROFESSOR'S SECRETS. 


AND WALTERS DIDN'T NEED 
A TRANSLATION DEVICE TO 
KNOW THEY WERE ALSO 
ARGUING OVER WHAT TO 
DO ABOUT THE HUMAN THEY 
CALLED RAYDLVYKO. 


V WTrT 


AND WHOEVER CREATED THIS 
TRANSLATOR UNDERSTOOD SCIENCE, 
TECHNOLOGY, AND MARTIANS ALMOST 
AS MUCH AS PROFESSOR WALTERS. 


—PART OF THE REASON 
THE Z-FREQUENCY PULSE 
CANNON WAS SO DEADLY 
TO THEM. 


THE TRANSLATOR WAS JUST 
SL/GHTLy OFF FREQUENCY, WHICH 
IS WHY THE COMMUNICATION 
BETWEEN THE MOBSTER AND THE 
MARTIAN HAD BEEN INEXACT. 


OR MUCH MORE 
/NACCURATELY. 


AND WITH JUST A T/NY ADJUSTMENT, 
THE TRANSLATOR COULD FUNCTION 
MUCH MORE ACCURATELY. 


18 





IN THE END, THE MARTIANS 
DECIDED TO HONOR 
THEIR AGREEMENT TO LET 
RAYDLVYKO LIVE. 


UT IT WAS BY NO MEANS 
UNANIMOUS DECISION. 


BLYX HAD TO ARGUE HIS CASE 
AGAINST OTHER MARTIANS WHO 
CLAIMED HUMANS HAD NO HONOR- 


--ONLY AN ENDLESS, 
RELENTLESS CAPACITY FOR 
FEROCITY AND VIOLENCE. 


THANKS TO RAYDLVYKO, 
BLYX NOW KNEW THAT 
DIDN'T APPLY. NOT TO 
AU HUMANS. 


ALL THE THINGS BLYX HAD 
BEEN TOLD ABOUT 
HUMANS HIS ENTIRE LIFE. 


HOLD ON 
A SECOND, 
BLYXIE. 




THANKS^ 
FOR THE 
TRANSLATOR, 
^ GRAMPS. ^ 


r YOU KNOW^ 
X WASN'T SURE' 

you guys were 

GOING TO 
k ACTUALLY LETJ 
•X. ME GO.S/ 


TO THE MOUNTING HORROR 
OF BLYX, ANP ALL THE 
OTHER MARTIANS IN 
ATTENPANCE, RAY SPOKE. 
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HUMANS WERE EVERY BIT AS AWFUL 1/ ▲ \\ l S 

ANP TERRIBLE AS BLVX HAP ALWAYS \ ' \ W JP M 

1 o BEEN rOZ£> THEY WERE, ANP WORSE. . -W \ 

VJ8\\w 

■MSNL ;i 

'lyrT^r 

: OF THEM. --..J 

§3 ANP THEY NEEDED 1 

TO BE ERAPICATEP. HUUU 






